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eyes upon her, glowing, warmer, happier than she had
ever known them before.

fix

There are times and occasions when events move
with an incredible swiftness. Not, of course, very
often. The normal and proper pace of events is
leisurely, a mere saunter. Anything more than that
is bound to be unnatural, unsound, doomed to reaction
sooner or later. The world is constitutionally a pedes-
trian world, and its good health varies inversely to
the rate of what is loosely termed its "progress".
And this applies not only in political and scientific
affairs, but also in the much wider and more important
sphere of human relationships.

So that the glowing happiness which Countess
observed in Joan Stathern's eyes, across Trevivian's
dinner table, was not perhaps the harbinger of bliss
which superficially it might have seemed to be. At
'the moment, however, the superficial view prevailed.
The wine, the pleasajit company, the sentimental
occasion, saw to that.

After dinner there was dancing for those who
danced, cards for such as did not. Everybody made
poorish jokes, which everybody else honoured with a
generous laugh. The secretive atmosphere of the
political gathering, the bumptious airs of the clever
party, had no place here. It was Christmas, English
Christmas, kept in the way no foreigner can under-
stand. . .

To Lord Flanders, overflowing with gratitude to-
wards his old friend, the scene was perfect. Seated
on a divan, watching the dancers, he considered the
rather lonely years since Naples, the years of exclusion